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communication with the Battery. Back in the truck
the wireless operator sat, silent with the earphones
on, listening to the conversation. His one job now
was to turn the switch from transmission to receiver
whenever he heard either speaker say : " Over "

" 2-Troop Target. . . . Don Control. . . . Charge 2.
. . . Zero, 356 degrees. . . Angle of sight, 20 minutes
elevation. . . . Left ranging. . . . 6,200. . . . Fire.
Over . . ./' ordered Reggie.

The telephonist of Don-Troop repeated it back.

" Correct," said Reggie.    " Over .     ."

Almost immediately came the report: " Shot 3 . .
Over," and the shot whistled over his head.

Reggie lifted his glasses and saw it burst two hundred
yards minus the left-hand corner of the wood.

" More 2 degrees . . . 6,600. . . . Over . . ." he
ordered.

" Shot 3 ... Over," came the voice of the G.P.O.

This time Reggie was gratified to see the shell
" plomp " into the wood, in the centre, fairly deep in.
He dropped a hundred yards in range, ordered one-
round gunfire, and half a minute later eight rounds
burst in a line along the front edge of the wood. He
decided to add fifty yards to bring it right on the
edge of the wood, and, this proving satisfactory,
ordered ten rounds gunfire, interval one minute.

The red stabs of flame in the wood dwindled and
ceased. Reggie, with no little personal satisfaction
saw the North Ridings commence advancing in short
rushes. This was the sort of artillery support the
infantry could appreciate to the utmost. They pushed
on confidently. When they were about fifty yards
from the edge of the wood, Reggie stopped the Battery
fire. He saw the riflemen go forward into the wood
at a run, covered on the flanks by the Bren-gunners.
That job was done.
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